ELLEN    T ERRT
and she moved with the grace and ease of a fawn.
Bulwer (Lord) Lytton, the dramatist, is the "bete noire " of the modern superficial critics. They rave at him whenever he is produced; they scream out at the top of their voices that he is ol$-fashioned ; they babble about his flashy imitation of poetry; and, if they had their way, they would condemn him to the dust-bin. And yet the public, for whom plays are written, the public that this well abused dramatist so well understood, the public that likes a good play containing effective scenes, the public that probably is not indifferent to flashy 90